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658 To the Memory of Mary de V . 

change which had taken place in her finances, and praying to be ex- 
cused from receiving their annuity any longer. 

On maturer consideration, I am disposed to attribute a lesser degree 
of blame to the biographers of Burns, since that individual, in his cor- 
respondence, so frequently introduced the circumstances which preceded 
his marriage — speaking upon the matter in very unqualified terms, often 
bordering on levity. Even when making his marriage known to that 
superior lady, Mrs. Dunlop, instead of treating it with the seriousness 
which so delicate a subject demanded, he makes use of rather a gross 
quotation from a play, which, under all the peculiarities of the case, 
must be considered unbecoming in the man, and more particularly in 
the husband. That Burns made the amende honorable is true ; and one 
would think that such an act of justice should, in itself, have afforded 
the truest gratification to a noble mind : but when we find him indulg- 
ing a strange vanity, by trumpeting forth to the world his performance 
of that which honour and common feeling demanded, I think we must 
hesitate in the award of that praise which otherwise we should unques- 
tionably yield. * H. 



TO THE MEMORY OF MARY DE V 

As a star, ere gathering night 

The world hath hush'd to street repose, 
Sinks into the fields of light, 

Whence its glory first arose ; 
As a flowret bends its head, 

Ere its leaves be faded, 
Broken, wither'd on the bed 

Summer boughs had shaded ; 
So, bright spirit, thou hast stoop'd 

From thy starry sphere, 
So thy bursting blossoms droop'd, 

When no blast was near : 
Yet should not envious sorrow weep 
Hopeless o'er thy breathless sleep, 
Since thou hast been lull'd to rest 
Gently on thy Saviour's breast. 
Thou wast wearied with the play 
Of thy cloudless summer-day. 
And sought, before the evening's close, 
A peaceful pillow of repose. 

Flower of Eden ! thou wast borne 
From the tempests and the showers 
Of life's dark, autumnal hours, 

Never, never to return : 
Other blossoms might have pass'd 
Uninjur'd thro' the chilling blast, 
Shedding o'er a wintry tomb 
All their beauty and their bloom ; 
But summer only could have nurst 
Thine, so sweetly, freshly burst ; 
And when the season of the sigh 
And tear, the bitter tear, was nigh, 
Eternal summer shone for thee, 
Bud of immortality ! 

Mourners for so sweet a child, 
Draw now to the living fountain, 
Gushing from salvation's mountain- 
Be comforted, be reconcil'd. 
When, o'er mortality, the wave 
Of earthly waters closed a grave, 
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Its stream th' immortal spirit bore 
Triumphant to th' eternal shore. 
Pass not by the sacred tide, 

Still as healing and as free. 
As when, from a Saviour's side, 

First it flow'd on Calvary ; 
It hath balm to soothe the soul, 

Wounded by the chast'ning rod— 
Ever bright its waters roll 

To the blest abodes of God ! 
There, where hush'd is every sigh, 

Calm'd the fears of every breast, 
Tears are wiped from every eye, 

And the weary are at rest. J. S. M. 



A SKETCH FROM REAL LIFE. 

" Let not ambition mock their useful toil, 

Their homely joys and destiny obscure ; 
Nor grandeur hear with a disdainful smile 

The short and simple annals of the poor." 

On a cold evening in the month of March, while journeying through 
the western part of Leinster, I was overtaken by a heavy fall of snow 
and sleet — when, attracted by its neat and comfortable aspect, I was in- 
duced to seek a temporary shelter from the storm in a cottage at the 
entrance of a small village. Although the appearance of a stranger 
seemed to excite little interest among the inmates of this dwelling, I 
received a kindly welcome, and a chair was placed for me at the tire, 
which burned not, however, with the cheerful sparkle of the winter's 
hearth. The family group consisted of a middle-aged man and woman, 
and their three daughters. The man appeared to be beyond fifty, and 
possessed that aboriginal characteristic of countenance which so strik- 
ingly distinguishes the inhabitants of some districts of Ireland. His 
deep-set and penetrating eye had assumed the settled expression of me- 
lancholy — care more than age seeming have made havoc on his strongly- 
marked features, and stamped his wrinkled brow, around which his 
jetty locks, slightly sprinkled with grey, were spread in clustering curls. 
The woman, who was a few years younger, presented a sad, though re- 
markably prepossessing countenance — in youth she must have been truly- 
handsome. In the appearance of the eldest daughter there was no- 
thing that would particularly attract attention ; but the youngest, who 
was still far from womanhood, bore ample promise of future beauty. 
The_ other female who sat upon a low chair, with her head averted and 
resting upon her hand, appeared absorbed in thoughtfulness or sorrow : 
when, with a slow and listless movement, she raised her head, the ex- 
pression of her countenance had a strange and absorbing influence upon 
my feelings ; she seemed like a fair and blighted flower of the East, 

transferred from its native home to some cold and wintry region a 

sad and faded, but strangely abiding, resemblance of what it once had 
been. I never beheld such a living wreck of loveliness. The finger of 
decay was set upon her — the elasticity of life was gone — and the irregu- 
lar and fitful heavings of the bosom told that the heart was broken, that 
the impulses of being had lost, irrecoverably lost, their play. Yet, like 
lights amidst a wilderness, there shone forth a supernatural brilliancy 
from her eyes, that had power to penetrate the soul with an awakening 
and at the same time subduing influence. The impression made upon 



